CHAPTER   24

MOSCOW  EXCURSION

AT first I felt more as if I were going to a fun fair than entering
Soviet Russia. Across the railroad was a flimsy metal arch
that carried the words 'Under World Communism Frontiers Will
Disappear' written in electric bulbs. It was like Hampstead
Heath or Coney Island. For the present, this particular
frontier was very much in evidence.

Once across, that battened-down feeling fell upon you that
the discerning traveller experiences in a State based on terror
and the secret police. You have the same feeling in Germany,
Italy or any other dictatorship State, if you live there. It comes
from the knowledge that you must keep your mouth shut,
that you have no real liberty and are liable to arrest and
imprisonment without trial if you do not keep your thoughts
to yourself.

All around stood soldiers and police wearing long-skirted
greatcoats that reached nearly to the ground and gave them
a curious air of immobility exactly matching the inscrutability
of their faces. On either side of the track, stretching as far as
you could see, and beyond that I suppose to the Baltic and the
Black Sea, ran barbed wire entanglements, and whether their
primary use is to prevent people from entering or leaving
Russia I don't know. I went into the station to send off a
telegram and immediately made the acquaintance of Mother
Russia, for there, instead of a slick clerk with some more-than-
human machine for counting out money and delivering change,
sat a "flurried woman in a shawl who did all her calculations
with the aid of beads on a wire frame, the sort of thing that
children play with in England.

So this is Russia, thought I, as we sped on our way through a
featureless, cold and darkling landscape. Our coach was a
special one that the Tsar had used, very gilt and plush, and
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